CHAPTER 16 


APRIL 26, 2011 


“I've told you already about giving me stuff before! Take the damn money back!” 


Chie and Justin were arguing back and forth before school had started. It seemed 
that Justin had found the money Chie left behind, and he wasn’t exactly pleased 
with it. Dammit, she knows how | feel about her spending money on me, let alone 
out right giving me some. Why does she keep doing this to me?! 


“But you need that to get another guitar!" 


“No | don’t! | don’t need another freakin’ guitar, and if | did | would use my own 
money!” 


“It’s only 2,000 yen! What are you freaking out over!” 
“Chie, that is 2,000 more yen then | would EVER accept from you.” 
“I’m not taking it back.” 


“Chie, listen to me. | am going to make this VERY clear. | would rather BURN this 
money than spend a single cent of it on myself. Take it, and this is the last time | 
tell you!” 


Justin shoved the fistful of money onto Chie’s desk. Chie had known he would be 
pissed about her leaving money behind for him, but this was aggressive even for 
him. 


“You know, I’m just trying to help!” 
“I’m not a charity case; | don’t need your fucking money!” 


Chie was practically fighting back tears. She knew Justin had been having a tough 
time lately, but she had never seen him so angry before, and over something as 
ridiculous as someone lending him money? This wasn’t the Justin she knew, and it 
definitely wasn’t the Justin she had befriended. She took a look around the 
classroom. Everyone had been starring at the two arguing. Even Yu and Yosuke 
were looking on in disbelief. 


No words were exchanged between the two after that point. The two just took a 
seat in their desk, Justin slamming his head against the top of his. He knew he had 
been being a dick, but with everyone watching him he felt like he didn’t really have 
much of a choice. You don’t just start a ruckus and then back-down; people think 
you’re a fucking psychopath. Chie had simply turned her head way from Justin’s 
side of the room. She felt like crying, but she couldn’t find a single tear to shed. 


It took a while, but people eventually stopped starring at the spectacle they had just 
witnessed, save for Yu and Yosuke, who were still trying to make heads and tails of 
what had just happened. Even from the very get go Chie and Justin seemed to get 
along so well. Hell, Yosuke was almost entirely positive Justin had a thing for Chie, 
so what the hell happened that they were acting like this. 


“Dude, what has gotten into you lately...” 


Justin took a while to answer, lifting his head from the cushion he had made from 
his arms. His eyes were red, even redder than the day before. Looking at him now, 
Yosuke had just noticed he had some very dark rings under his eyes. The guy 
looked like he hadn’t slept in a week. 


“It’s that fucking dream. | had it again last night, and | still have no idea what the 
hell is going on.” 


He paused for a brief moment before turning to Chie. 
“Look, I’m sorry. | didn’t mean to get pissed off like that.” 


Chie sighed. She knew he didn’t mean it, but... It was hard to forgive him after some 
of the things he said. She was just trying to be nice, and Justin practically ripped her 
a new a-hole for it. She rubbed her forehead with her thumb before turning her 
attention back to Justin. 


“This is the last time I’m letting you off the hook.” 
“| wasn’t expecting you to anyway.” 
“Look, clearly this dream is tearing you apart. We need to find out what’s going on.” 


“I'd fucking love to, Yosuke, but | can’t even remember what happened. All | 
remember was that little girl.” 


“Maya, you mean?” 


Justin looked at Yosuke then back to Chie. His sorrowful expression was soon filled 
with anger again. 


“What the hell, Chie!? Why would you tell them about that!?” 
“Well, | thought they would need to know that...” 

“It’s fine, dude. We understand.” 

“No, no you really fucking don’t.” 


“Well we need to figure this out, because quite frankly, | can’t take seeing you act 
like a complete asshole anymore.” 


Justin sighed. Yosuke was right, as much as he hated to admit it. There was 
something about this dream that was causing him to snap. He didn’t understand 
why, either. It was just a dream right? So why did he panic at the mere thought of it. 


“Alright fine, what exactly did you have in mind?” 
“Well first we need to know what you do remember.” 


“There was a girl, she had short black hair, hazel eyes, and she was wearing a black 
hoodie, kind of like mine. She looked like she was around twelveish or so. Her name 
is Maya, though | don’t really remember much else about her than that.” 


“Didn’t you say she gave you a chain with your names on it?” 

“Yeah, why?” 

“Well you must have at least been friends then, right?” 

“Probably. It’s strange; you would think I’d remember her more.” 

“What else.” 

“Well that’s about it. | couldn’t see much because there was smoke everywhere.” 
“Smoke? You sure it wasn’t fog?” 

“No, definitely smoke. | recognized the smell.” 


“That might mean something... but what?” Yu had just joined in on the 
conversation. 


“Well, Justin does smoke...” 
“Yeah | doubt that’s what it means, Yosuke.” 


There was a brief pause in dialogue between the group. Everyone was trying to 
think of what the smoke could possibly mean in connection to Maya, but it was 
difficult when they didn’t know a thing about her. After a good two or three minutes, 
Yosuke finally spoke up. 


“I... may have an idea.” 


“You want me to talk to my shadow? Are you out of your goddamned mind?” 


The group had all gathered outside of the electronics department as per Yosuke’s 
request earlier that morning. Everybody gave Yosuke a glare as the idea came out 
of his mouth. It had literally been the stupidest idea he had ever come up with, and 
he’s had some pretty stupid ideas. 


“Well the way | see it, you can’t remember anything about Maya because you 
suppressed the memory. So, who better to get that information from than an 
embodiment of your suppressed emotions?” 


“Except you’re missing a vital point: HE’S MY FUCKING SHADOW! He is trying to 
KILL ME!” 


“It is a pretty shitty idea, Yosuke.” 


If even Yu thought an idea was shitty, it generally was a pretty shitty idea. Chie 
didn’t even say anything about the stupidity involved in this idea. She just pinched 
her forehead, trying to hold herself back from kicking Yosuke. 


“Oh come on, the shadow can’t hurt him unless he denies its existence right? All he 
has to do is keep calm.” 


“There’s no way in hell my shadow would tell me jack shit.” 
“Didn’t you manage to get information out of him a couple times?” 
“Well yeah, but-“ 


“Well then what’s the problem? Besides, you need to deal with your shadow sooner 
or later anyway.” 


Justin sighed. He had a point. There was a brief pause in discussion before Justin 
eventually and hesitatingly spoke up. 


“Alright, fine. Let’s get this over with.” 
“What!? You can’t be serious.” 


“He’s right, Chie. | do need to deal with my shadow eventually anyway, and I’d 
rather him not show up while we’re dealing with someone else’s shadow again.” 


Yu sighed. He clearly didn’t support the idea, but he wasn’t as vocally against it as 
Chie was being. 


“Alright... If you have to do it | guess I'll tag along.” 
“And you support this!?” 


“No. But he’s going to need all the help he can get, and | know Yosuke and him 
aren’t going to change their minds anytime soon.” 


“You know me so well. Alright we’re heading in.” 


Justin didn’t even wait for a response from Chie as Yosuke opened the gateway into 
the television. Chie had practically been screaming as Yu finished making his way 


through. As much as she hated the idea, she had to follow them in. Like Yu said, 
he’d need all the help he can get, and since they were already in the TV, there was 
no point in staying behind. 


“You guys, this is a really bad idea.” 
“Yep, but we’re doing it anyway.” 


Teddie seemed surprised to see the team make their way inside. As far as he knew, 
nothing had shown up on his side. 


“Huh? Wh-What are you guys doing here?” 


“We had a stupid idea, agreed it was fucking retarded, and then decided to do it 
anyway.” 


“That... actually sums it up fairly well. Teddie, do you think you could sniff out a 
shadow?” 


“A shadow? What for?” 

“W-well...” 

“These idiots are trying to find Justin’s shadow.” 
“Wh-What? Why would they want to do that?!” 
“We’re hoping to get some information out of him.” 
“Please, Teddie, talk some sense into them...” 


Teddie’s gaze shifted from person to person, as though he were deciding based 
solely upon their facial expressions. 


“Well... | could try to sniff it out.” 
“WHAT!?” 
“You heard the bear, let’s get rolling.” 


Teddie soon took off, the rest of the group following behind him; save Chie who was 
hesitant to go. 


“This is not going to end well...” 


“Well here we are.” 


“What the hell is this place?” 


Justin looked around. It was starting to come back to him. This was the same place 
he had seen in his dream. He couldn’t tell because of all the smoke before, but this 
was definitely the place. It was like a small maze of alleyways, torn down building 
haphazardly thrown about, graffiti overlapping the rotting brick walls. He 
remembered seeing this place in real-life somewhere too, though he couldn’t recall 
where. Unless he saw it in a movie or something, it had to at the very least be in 
California, right? 


“This is the place from my dream.” 

“Whoa, really? You think there’s a connection.” 

“There has to be. Teddie, any luck finding the shadow?” 

“Nothing. He has to be around here somewhere though.” 

“Well, then we better start looking.” 

“| still think this is a bad idea...” 

“Well the quicker we get this done, the quicker we can leave, no?” 
“| guess...” 


For the next half-hour or so the gang opened nearly every door they had run into. 
Most of the buildings were rundown on the inside, old bakeries and stuff. In a way, 
this whole place looked like the slums, what with the graffiti and worn down 
architecture and all. Some doors wouldn’t even open, no matter how hard you 
pulled at them. Come to think of it, Justin had recognized all the buildings they had 
been to. Maybe he had been to this place, and he couldn’t open certain doors 
because he had never gone inside them? 


“Any luck?” 
“Nothing.” 
“Goddam- Wait a second...” 


Justin squinted his eyes. He could just barely make a figure out in the distance, but 
he almost instantly knew who it was. 


“It’s her.” 
“What?” 


Justin ran off in the direction of the figure as the others tried to keep up behind him. 
There was no doubt about it, his dream and this world they were exploring, were 
somehow connected, though how was another question entirely. As he rounded the 
corner of an alleyway, he was met by two figures, a girl and a boy sitting against a 


wall. They both looked like they were the same age. The girl was obviously Maya, 
but the boy... The boy must have been Justin. He had the same hair color, same 
eyes, everything. He looked like he was crying, though about what he could only 
guess. It seemed neither had noticed him; maybe they couldn’t. Either way, Justin 
stood over the two as they talked with each other. 


“Hey, what’s wrong kid?” 
“A kid from school stole my backpack...” 
“That’s what you’re crying about?” 


The blonde haired child only nodded his head. The girl starred at him for a second 
before standing back up. 


“Do you know what his name was?” 

“H-His name? It was Cliff Jefferies. Why?” 

The girl chuckled a bit. 

“Oh, HIM. | see he’s still at it. Come on, | got an idea.” 


She stuck her hand out so the boy could grab a hold of it, helping him up to his feet. 
The blonde seemed more confused than anything. 


“W-Where are we going.” 

“Well we’re going to need some eggs.” 

“Eggs? For what?” 

“It’s a surprise. By the way, my name’s Maya, what’s yours?” 


The boy’s gaze shifted away from hers. For whatever reason it was clear that he 
didn’t want to answer the question. Justin knew why though. He started to recognize 
the scene that was unfolding in front of him. It had happened on the first day of 
middle school. It mattered not though, before the scene could finish unfolding in 
front of his eyes, the figures faded out as the rest of the group made their way 
around the corner, struggling to catch their breath. 


“Dude, why’d you run away like that?” 

“| saw Maya, she ran down this way.” 

“Huh? | don’t see her anywhere.” 

“She disappeared as you guys came around the corner.” 


“Are you sure you’re not seeing things?” 


“The fuck is that supposed to mean? I’m not crazy, you douche.” 
“Alright, jeeze. Just making sure.” 


Justin paused for a moment to think. He remembered this scene quite vividly now. 
He had gone to school that day and gotten ambushed by the school bully, Cliff. He 
didn’t even go to school that day, he just sort of ran off into the alleyways. That’s 
where he met Maya. Justin sighed. 


“Came running back, eh? Aww, I knew you’d miss me.” 


The sound of Justin’s shadow’s voice rang through the alleyway. The others seemed 
slightly uneasy as the sound met their ears, though Justin was completely unfazed. 
His shadow couldn’t lay a finger on him, and he already knew what the bullshit that 
came out of his mouth was like. The shadow soon stepped around the corner of the 
opposite side of the alley, though something seemed off about him this time 
around. Looking closely Justin noticed that the pupil on his left side was missing. At 
the time, he thought it was his shadow being an asshole as usual. 


“Please, you know why I’m here.” 

“Straight to business, eh? You’re no fun anymore.” 
“It was never fun to begin with.” 

“It was for me.” 


“Yeah so is murder and robbery according to you. You don’t exactly have a very 
good definition of fun.” 


“Oh, and what exactly is YOUR definition of fun? Making an ass out of 
yourself in front of your little girlfriend?” 


Chie seemed only slightly bewildered by the shadow’s insistence that the two of 
them were a thing. She had pretty much dismissed it as the shadow’s way of trying 
to insult Justin. Though how that was supposed to be an insult was beyond her. 
Yosuke simply smirked, as though this was some sort of confirmation on his theory 
that Justin had a thing for Chie. 


“She’s not my- Wait, why am | even explaining this to you. Just tell me what | need 
to know so | can leave.” 


“| haven’t the slightest clue what you’re talking about.” 


The shadow was smirking as Justin made his way up to him, delivering a strong 
punch to his gut. The shadow simply laughed as it slumped forward from the fist 
digging into his stomach. 


“Don’t play fucking dumb. Tell me what you know!” 


“Oh, what’s wrong? Losing your cool? | thought I didn’t bother you?” 
“You don’t.” 

“Could have fooled me.” 

“Just tell me what you know about Maya!” 


“Maya? Oh man, you mean to tell me you forgot about her? Wow, you’re 
just the shittiest friend, aren’t you?” 


Justin glared at the shadow for a moment. Again the shadow had unwittingly passed 
along some important information. They were in fact friends, at least at some point 
or another. Though, he was right. What kind of person forgets their friends? 


“| can put an end to your miserable little existence right now, so you can tell me 
what you know or you can go away forever. Your choice.” 


“And how exactly do you plan on doing that?” 

“All | have to do is accept you, and you’re as good as dead.” 

“How do you accept what you don’t know?” 

“The fuck’s that mean?” 

“You can’t accept me if | never even told you what | am in the first place!” 


Justin paused. The shadow had caught on to his bluff. If it was as simple as 
accepting his shadow, the shadow would be gone already. 


“Then tell me. What ARE you.” 

“In due t-“ 

“Enough of this due time bullshit! Tell me now!” 
“1 ain’t telling you shit, kid.” 


Justin let loose the grip on his shadow’s shirt. He had been holding him in place by 
the collar, much to his shadow’s amusement. Something had struck him about the 
last sentence to come out of his shadow’s mouth. He hadn’t just heard his shadow’s 
voice, he had heard another’s; Maya’s. And the way he added kid in at the end of 
his sentence, it was just like what he had seen Maya do a few moments ago. 


“Y-You're...” 
“Finally putting two and two together huh?” 


“You’re not suppressed emotions... You’re a suppressed memory. You ARE Maya.” 


“We have a winner!” 


The rest of the group was completely and utterly shocked. They didn’t know 
anything about Maya, but something about that last sentence had completely 
tipped Justin off. It sorta made sense; he had spoken to his shadow in his head at 
one point, so if his shadow was supposed to be a manifestation of the memories of 
Maya, then those dreams were actually still the shadow in Justin’s head. 


“W-wait... HE’S Maya!?” 
“lam so confused...” 


Justin gripped at the shadows collar again, only this time shoving him up against the 
brick wall to their sides. The shadow was amused to say the least. 


“Tell me! Who is Maya?! Why can’t | remember anything!?” 
The shadow giggled in glee. 

“It'll come to you in time.” 

“It'll come to me now if you value your organs!” 

“Do I look like I have a heart?” 

“Definitely not.” 

“Well then my organs aren’t a problem, are they?” 
“Tell me!” 


Justin head butted the shadow, breaking the skin as blood seeped down the 
shadow’s face. It wasn’t red, it was a very dark purple, almost black in fact. The 
shadow only laughed, however, as though he were finding enjoyment in his pain. 


“No.” 


Before Justin could take another swing at the shadow, he vanished into thin air, a 
puff of purple smoke exploding around where his body once was. Justin wheezed a 
bit as he inhaled it, before eventually falling unconscious. The rest of the group 
hurriedly ran over to Justin to catch him on his way down to the ground. 


OCTOBER 12, 2007 


Justin was making his way down the alleyways after school, backpack slung over his 
right shoulder. He had met Maya only a few weeks ago, yet he found himself often 
coming down this way to hang-out with her. It was strange, he knew they both went 


to the same school, yet he never saw her there. They must have had completely 
different schedules. He rounded the final alleyway corner to see Maya sitting in the 
usual spot next to an old dumpster. He took a seat next to her, dropping his bag off 
to his left side. 


“Hey Maya, whatcha’ listening to?” 


Maya almost always had her iPod headphones on by the time Justin had rounded 
the corner. It was almost like a routine. She paused the song for a moment, pulling 
the ear buds out of her ears as she turned towards him. 


“Pepper; it’s by the Butthole Surfers.” 

“The who!?” 

“No, that’s a different band. Butthole Surfers.” 
“Who names a band that?” 

“These guys apprantly. Here...” 


Maya handed him one of the ear buds she had in one of her ears. It wasn’t 
uncommon for the two to listen to music together, though Justin was slightly 
hesitant on listening to any song by a band called ‘Butthole Surfers.” Maya could 
apparently tell because she gave him the usual “Don’t be baby” glare. He 
hesitatingly put the headphone in his air, sound starting to pulsate from the ear 
bud. 


It started off with... Well he wasn’t even sure. He wanted to say a guitar, but it was 
too distorted. It sounded almost like it was being played backwards. Maybe it was 
just a trumpet. This was immediately followed by the rhythmatic beating of drums, 
and a calm collected voice speaking over them. Something to do about dying in 
Texas; he didn’t really understand. Hell even the chorus didn’t make sense to him. 


| don’t mind the sun sometimes, the images it shows. 

! can taste you on my lips and smell you in my clothes. 
Cinnamon and sugary, like softly spoken lies. 

You never know just how you look through other peoples’ eyes. 


By the time the song ended, Justin was just completely confused. The instrumental 
was pretty good actually, but those lyrics. Jesus, what the hell were they supposed 
to mean. 


“So why is it called Pepper?” 


“Not sure.” 


“Those lyrics made no sense.” 
“Forget the lyrics, did you hear that sitar?” 
“Sitar?” 


“You know, the weird sounding one. Like the kind they use in Indian music or 
somethin’.” 


“Oh, that! Yeah, what was up with that?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well why was it even there?” 

“Well... It’s supposed to be psychedelic rock, | think.” 
“Psychadelic?” 


“Yeah, you know, like Pink Floyd and stuff. Though | think Pink Floyd was a different 
kind of psychedelic rock...” 


“Never heard of them.” 
“You're kidding right? 


Maya seemed almost digusted by the insinuation that Justin had never heard of Pink 
Floyd. 


“Nope.” 
“| have lost all hope in this generation.” 


There was silence between the two for a brief moment, before Maya started digging 
through her pocket for something. After a couple of seconds she had in her hand a 
lighter and a single cigarette, much to Justin’s surprise. 


“Uh... M-Maya. What are you doing.” 
“Having a smoke, why?” 

“Isn't that illegal!?” 

“Oh, no one’ll know.” 

“1 will.” 

“What are you, a rat?” 


“Well... no-“ 


“Then what’s the problem?” 


She light the tip of the cigarette, taking a small drag of it before wheezing, smoke 
dripping from the corners of her mouth. From the looks of it, it wasn’t something 
she was entirely used to. She must have just started to smoke, or at the very least, 
not done it often. Given the way she only had a single cigarette on her, it must have 
been a matter of whatever she could sneak in. 


“Are you alright?” 
“Yeah. Here.” 


Maya tried to pass the cigarette off to Justin, though he refused to accept the ‘gift’ 
she was trying to give him. 


“I-I’ll pass.” 

“What? Afraid you’re going to get cooties or something?” 
“No, it’s not that, | just don’t smoke.” 

“Quit being a baby and just try it.” 


She forcefully handed the cigarette off to him. Justin wasn’t entirely sure what to do. 
He had never smoked before in his entire life, he had always been taught that 
smoking is bad for your health that you should never smoke. And yet here he was, a 
lit cigarette in his hand, Maya edging him on to take a drag. He didn’t want to 
offend her; she was pretty much the closest thing he had to a friend. He sighed 
Slightly, placing the cigarettes delicately in his mouth, inhaling at the smoke before 
throwing a coughing fit, and passing it back towards Maya. 


“Well, how was it.” 


“Unpleasant.” He was still gasping for air. The sensation of smoke in his lungs was 
not sitting well. 


“You'll get used to it.” 


APRIL 26, 2011 


Justin awoke to the familiar site of Chie trying to shake him awake. He hated to 
admit it but this happened way more times than it really should. He had almost 
gotten used to seeing Chie’s face staring at him as he opened his eyes. Which was 
really fucking creepy when you thought about it. 


“Oh thank god he’s awake.” 


“Ugh... What happened.” 


Now that he looked around, he noticed they weren’t in the alleyway anymore. 
Rather it seems they had made their way back to the entrance of the television. The 
rest of the group must have dragged him back. Seemed like a bad idea to move him 
around when they didn’t even know what happened. 


“You inhaled some kinda of smoke, it knocked you right out.” 
“Where’s my shadow?” 

“We don’t know. He disappeared in the smoke.” 
“Goddammit.” 

“Are you alright?” 


Chie extended her hand to give Justin a boost up. As he regained his composure and 
managed to stand on his feet again, he dug through his pockets for his cigarettes, 
placing one in his mouth after a good few seconds. 


“| must be fine, cause my hearts still beating.” 

“Well that’s good at least...” 

“It’s a shame we didn’t get anything out of your shadow...” 
“Not necessarily.” 

“What do you mean?” 


“Well think about it, he more or less confirmed that | and Maya were friends at 
some point.” 


“Oh yeah, that’s right. He called you a bad friend or something, right?” 
“Yeah, rub it in some more.” 
“Well | didn’t mean- 


“It’s fine, but listen. When | was just out-cold | had another one of those dreams. But 
this time | could make everything out.” 


“Really? Did you remember anything?” 


“Nothing | didn’t really know. It was mostly just the two of us sitting down listening 
to music. Though... | think there was something about smoking...” 


“Huh?” 


“Y-yeah, | remember now. She passed off one of her cigarettes to me. It was the 
first time | had a cigarette.” 


“That’s awful!” 


Chie seemed almost disgusted that someone had gotten Justin into smoking. He 
couldn’t understand why, it wasn’t like she had forced him to do it. It was his own 
choice, and looking at it now, it hasn’t really affected him negatively. Except his 
breath smelling like smoke from time to time, but even then there was gum for that. 


“You think inhaling that purple smoke had something to do with your dream?” 
“God, | sure hope not.” 


Justin pressed his fingers up against his forehead. Getting small bits of information 

over time wasn’t helping him at all. And what was that shit about his shadow being 
Maya? Something had to have happened between the two that his memories would 
manifest that way. And he wanted to know now; not later. 


“I think maybe we should just call it a day.” 


“Yeah, | agree. Chasing after your shadow isn’t going to help if he won’t cooperate. 
Besides, we don’t know what that smoke did to you.” 


“It was probably a hallucinogen of some sort. | don’t think it’ll be a problem.” 


Justin had to smirk at the irony. His dream was about Maya and him listening to 
psychedelic rock. It seemed like hallucinogens and psychedelic rock always seemed 
to be connected to each other in some way. 


“Ugh, all of this information is useless.” 

“Speak for yourself, Yosuke.” 

“Well we still don’t know a damn thing about her except that she smokes.” 
“True...” 

Yosuke sighed. 


“Maybe... Maybe we just need to give it some time. You said you could make out 
the dream clearly, right?” 


“Yeah?” 
“Well maybe you can see the ones you have at night now too.” 
“Worth a try anyway.” 


“Alright then. Let’s head out. We can try sorting this out tomorrow.” 


And so the group left the confines of the television world and went on their merry 
ways. It was fairly late, so it seemed everyone was just going home to get to bed. 
Justin couldn’t really make head or toes of what was happening quite yet, only that 
Maya and him were friends, and that his smoking habits probably stemmed from it. 
Even with the little information he did have, however, one thing was for certain. He 
had Pepper stuck in his head the whole way home. 


“Maya? Wait, you mean THAT Maya?” 
“Yes, THAT Maya.” 


“She never really struck me as the type to get into smoking. She always seemed 
like a good kid.” 


“Oh what, smoking suddenly makes you a bad person? I’m smoking right now? Does 
that make me Hitler? Besides, you weren’t there, don’t act like you know shit.” 


The interrogator paused for a moment, his eyes focused solely on Justin as he put 
out the remains of his cigarette. He had pretty much been smoking since the start 
of the session, so he was a bit surprised to see him stop. 


“So your shadow was linked to Maya, correct?” 
“Correct.” 


“| see. | think | might have a theory as to why your shadow didn’t out-right attack 
you then.” 


“And that would be?” 


“Well, you said that you had lost all memory of her, correct? If your shadow was an 
embodiment of your suppressed memories, it would need to wait for all your 
memories to come back.” 


“That doesn’t explain why he didn’t just tell me everything.” 
“I'm still trying to work that one out. It could simply be a case of show, don’t tell.” 


“In that case, it would certainly make sense. By the time my memory came back... 
Well let’s just say | might have been better of forgetting.” 


“And that’s why your shadow waited it out.” 
“Seems so.” 


“Alright, go on. I’d like to hear how this shadow business onfolded.” 


“You're in for quite a wait then.” 
“It’s the journey, not the destination.” 
Justin smirked. 


“| don’t think I’d agree with you on that one.” 


